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slender telegraph-posts; yet, when I saw Norabad and its ancient bridge, Changda,
our encampment of last January, and, finally, the superb Chumbul, which we
crossed by a bridge of boats, during a magnificent sunset, I regarded them as old
acquaintances. There is, perhaps, as great a charm for the traveller in revisiting
places he has once passed through, and which so are surrounded by a thousand
souvenirs, as in exploring unknown horizons.

We put up for the night at the bungalow of Dholepore. I immediately sent
our salaams to the Maharajah, and received in return a visit from our good friend
the dewan G-ungadhar Eao, who was deputed by the prince to invite us to spend
a few days at Dholepore. Of course I did not comply with this very kind invita-
tion, which proved at least that our first stay had left no unpleasing memories';
and, after a good night's rest, we started again in our coach, at six o'clock in the
morning.

After halting for breakfast at Mannia, we continued our journey across these
monotonous plains, enlivened by scarcely a single tree. At last, about midday, we
saw an ivory globe shining like a star appear on the horizon, which we saluted
as the cupola of the Taj, from which, according to our driver, we were still eight
miles distant; and within an hour we were galloping through the streets of Agra,

where we pulled up at the bungalow of our good friends the G------, who were

all assembled in the verandah to welcome us.